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OF  THE  TONGA  ISLES. 


m  THREE  CANTOS. 


Oft,  in  my  fancy's  wanderings, 
I've  wish'd  that  little  Isle  had  wings ; 
And  we,  within  its  fairy  bowers, 
Were  wafted  off  to  seas  unknown, 
Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  ours— 
And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone! 

Lalla  Rookh. 
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Romantic  tradition  has  been  in  every  coun- 
try the  precursor,  and  frequently  the  parent, 
of  Poetry.  Even  the  most  uncivilized  nations 
have  their  *  tales  of  other  times,'  transmitted 
down  from  one  generation  to  another,  ac- 
cumulating fanciful  embellishment  at  every 
descent. 

Among  the  inhabitants  of  the  Islands  of 
the  South  Pacific,  many  traditionary  tales 
are  preserved,  which,  from  the  primitive 
views  of  human  society  they  present,  and 
the  wild  yet  simple  occurrences  they  relate, 
afford  a  pleasing  field  to  the  Philosopher 
and  the  Poet. 

The  interesting  story  selected  as  the  ground- 
work of  the  ensuing  Poem,  is  recounted  in 


VI 

Mariner*s  Account  of  the  Manners  and 
Customs  of  the  Inhabitants  of  the 
Tonga  Islands;  to  the  Editor  of  which 
Work  the  writer  takes  this  opportunity  of 
acknowledging  his  obligations. 


Cfie  0ttm  Catjetn. 


CANTO  I. 


ARGUMENT  OF  CANTO  I. 

Opening— South  Pacific  Ocean— Stars  of  the  Southern  Hemi- 
sphere—Dawn-^-The  shores  of  Tonga— Sunrise— Allusion  to  Scrip- 
ture— Contrast  with  civilized  countries — Superstition — Maidens  of 
Tonga  gathering  flowers  at  sunrise — Valooya— Lalangi,  the  father 
of  Valooya — His  valor— His  return  to  Tonga — Intended  festival — 
Changes  during  his  absence — Treacherous  designs  of  Mongolmo, 
the  new  Chief— Return  of  the  Maidens  with  their  flowers— Hala, 
the  lover  of  Valooya — Valooya  quits  her  companions,  and  ap- 
proaches her  father's  home — Alarming  discovery — The  broken 
spear — Disappearance  of  Lalangi — Treachery  of  Mongolmo — Mode 
of  destroying  the  patriot  chiefs  by  drowning. 
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CANTO  1. 


I. 

Soft  breathes  the  balmy  breeze  of  Morn 

Across  the  Southern  Ocean's  brow ; 
The  slowly  wak'ning  tints  of  dawn 

Scarce  in  the  distant  orient  glow ; 
And  gently  o'er  the  slumb'ring  deep 
The  soft-wing'd  zephyrs  silent  creep — 
Loose  floating  round  the  stranger's  sail, 
As  if  the  adventurous  bark  to  hail, 
That  dared,  unawed,  to  tempt,  alone. 
Those  skies  remote,  and  seas  unknown,  10 

Where,  Nature's  features  all  estranged, 
The  very  Earth  and  Heav'n  seem  changed ; 
The  Moon  still  rules  th'  ethereal  plain, 
But  varied  all  her  sparkling  train — 
All  beauteous—all  divinely  fair — 
But  none  of  Europe's  stars  are  there  ! 
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11. 


«# 


And  lo !  fj^ove  the  broad  expanse. 

Before  the  astonish'd  seaman's  eyes, 
(Like  fairy  isles  in  old  romance. 
Upraised  by  some  magician  grave,)  20 

The  verdant  shores  of  Tonga  rise — 
The  emeralds  of  the  southern  wave ! 
And  well  might  wandering  seaman  deem 
Those  shores  a  mere  illusive  dream. 
Dim  view'd  through  that  dull,  dubious  light, 
That  marks  the  parting  hour  of  Night ! 

Now  brilliant  bursts  the  glowing  dawn. 

And  Night's  pale  planets  all  are  gone — 

Light  of  the  Morn — thy  heavenly  ray 

Is  rising  o*er  yon  eastern  bay !  30 

The  lofty  palm-trees'  topmost  spires 

Are  radiant  with  thy  living  fires ! 

Light  of  the  Morn  !  Eternal  flame ! 

Through  every  change  thou'rt  still  the  same — 

The  self- same  Orb  that,  ages  gone, 

High-blazing  from  thy  fiery  throne, 

Stay'd  thy  proud  course  o'er  Gibeon's  hill, ' 

Obedient  to  thy  Maker's  will — 


THE    OCEAN    CAVERN.  5 

What  time  the  Hebrew  Chief,  of  yore, 

The  mandate  of  Jehovah  bore  !  40 

P 

Light  of  the  Morn — No  temples  here 
To  intercept  thy  beams  appear — 
No  proud  pagodas  flaunt  the  skies- 
No  gorgeous- domed  cathedrals  rise- 
No  lordly  castle  towers  on  high, 
To  mock  the  slave  that  passes  by — 
No  marble-pillar 'd  palace  halls, 

With  midnight  splendor  brightly  shining — 
All  smiles  and  show  within  the  walls, 

And  all  without  in  misery  pining  !  50 

No  !  here,  the  pride  of  art  unknown, 
Th'  enchantress  Nature  reigns  alone. 
And  every  wild  and  flower-clad  isle 
Lies  basking  in  her  sunniest  smile  I 

Lo !  where  yon  bright,  romantic  stream 

Is  through  the  dark  wood  stealing. 
Its  murmuring  waters'  silvery  gleam 

At  intervals  revealing — 
As  through  the  gloom  of  vanished  years     . 
Some  ancient  Hero's  fame  appears —  60 
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Some  transient  spots  of  purest  light,  ^ 

And  all  beside  involv'd  in  night ! 

Tall  cocoa  palms,  with  tufted  head, 

Around  a  grateful  coolness  spread, 

And,  overshadowing  yon  far  cliff, 

The  hoogo  points  her  spiry  leaf —  ^ 

High  waving  to  the  ocean  breeze, 

The  Forest  Queen  of  Southern  Seas ! 

And  bread  fruit,  and  the  wild  anana;^ 

Delicious  jrtm&w,  smd  bananay"^  70 

With  myriad  shrubs,  on  every  gale 

Ambrosial  fragrance  throwing ; 
O'er  plain  and  woodland,  hill  and  vale. 

In  native  freshness  glowing ! 


III. 


And  wild  and  straggling  as  the  flowers 

Is  human  nature  there; 
Uncultivated  all  its  powers 

In  that  secluded  air  : 
The  passions,  fiery,  bold,  and  strong, 
Impetuous  urge  their  course  along,  go 
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Like  mountain  torrent  rolling, 
More  rapid  as  the  more  confined, 
Far  leaving  Reason's  rules  behind, 

No  curb  of  law  controlling ! 
The  spectre  Superstition  there 

Sits  trembling  on  her  gloomy  throne ! 
Pale  child  of  Ignorance  and  Fear, 

Embodying  shapes  of  things  unknown  : 
When,  when  shall  rise  the  glorious  morn 

Of  heavenly  radiance  unconfined?  90    • 

When  shall  the  mental  veil  be  torn, 

And  God  be  known  by  all  mankind  ? 

Full  many  a  ray  must  pierce  the  soul. 

Ere  darkness  quit  the  southern  pole  : 

Yet  here  are  maidens  kind  and  true 

As  ever  northern  pencil  drew ; 

And  here  are  warriors  brave  and  young 

As  ever  northern  minstrel  sung ! 

And  see,  upon  the  valley's  side 

With  fairy  footstep  lightly  glide  100 

A  train  of  virgins  soft  and  fair. 

With  sparkling  eyes  and  shining  hair. 

As  beauteous  as  the  flowers  they  bear — 
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Fresh  flowers  of  every  scent  and  hue, 

Besprinkled  with  the  morning  dew, 

Which  they  have  risen  before  the  Sun 

To  gather  for  some  favourite  one.  ^ 

And  theirs  the  roseate  bloom  of  youth — 

The  open  generous  brow  of  truth, 

And  innocence  without  alloy,  110 

And  health,  and  sportive  mirth,  and  joy, 

And  many  an  artless,  nameless  grace 

Depictured  in  each  smiling  face. 

And,  loveliest  of  that  lovely  train. 

That  move  so  sprightly  o'er  the  plain. 

Is  young  Valooya,  child  of  pleasure — 

The  brave  Lalangi's  only  treasure; 

Valooya,  damsel  fleet  and  gay. 

As  ever  chased  the  hours  away. 

Beneath  the  lofty  cocoas'  shades,  1)80 

Light  sporting  with  her  sister  maids ; 

Or  dancing  on  the  green  marlay^  ^ 

At  solemn  public  revelry ; 

What  time  a  thousand  torches'  light 

DispeU'd  the  shadowy  glooms  of  night, 

And  fangO'fango's  plaintive  note  ^ 

Seems  on  the  distant  air  to  float : 
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Or  when  from  noon's  o'erpow'ring  heat, 

To  some  sequester'd  cool  retreat, 

Fair  Tonga's  daughters  fly,  to  shun  130 

The  burning  of  the  tropic  sun, 

And,  unincumber'd,  fearless  lave 

Their  beauties  in  the  azure  wave, 

In  many  a  sportive  maze  combining, 

While  am'rous  Ocean,  round  them  twining, 

Believes  his  arms  once  more  enfold 

His  lovely  offspring,  famed  of  old; 

Or  deems  the  huntress  queen  and  train 

Have  sought  their  fav'rite  haunts  again. 

And  hers  was  not  that  spurious  smile  140 

All  idly  o'er  the  features  playing. 
Though  on  the  suffering  heart  the  while 

The  scorpion  of  remorse  is  preying. 
No:  hers  were  feelings  free  from  art, 

(In  realms  more  polish'd  little  known,) 
The  buoyant  rapture  of  the  heart. 

That  springs  from  innocence  alone  ! 
Oh,  what  are  all  the  pomp  and  noise 

Of  Grandeur,  in  her  brightest  hours, 
To  Nature's  pure  untainted  joys« —  150 

Her  sparkling  streams,  and  blooming  bowers  ?-— 
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Such  as  delight  Valooya  now, 
When  culling  forth  the  swe 
To  twine  around  her  father's  brow ! 


When  culling  forth  the  sweetest  flowers 


IV. 

And  well  Lalangi  knew  to  prize 

His  lovely  daughter's  growing  worth-^ 

His  country  and  his  child  the  ties 
That  solely  held  him  still  on  earth ; 

For  his  had  been  that  bitterest  woe 

The  heart  of  man  can  feel  below —  160 

The  loss  of  her  he  dearly  loved  : 

And  still,  whene'er  Valooya  came, 

And  smiled,  or  wept,  or  talked,  or  moved. 

The  pleasing,  fond,  illusive  dream 

Would  glance  across  his  wandering  brain 
That  Heaven  had  sent  his  love  again. 

He  sought  oblivion  of  his  woes 

In  vengeance  on  his  country's  foes, 

And  dash'd  away  the  rising  tear, 

And  snatch'd  the  ponderous  battle- spear,  170 

And  foUow'd  Glory's  meteor  star 

Through  all  the  fiery  fields  of  war ; — 
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For  ev'n  this  fair  and  flowery  ground 
Had  heard  the  conch  of  battle  sound — 
Had  seen  her  streamlet's  silvery  flood 
Polluted  by  the  tinge  of  blood ; — 
So  strange — so  wild  a  world  is  this. 

And  man  so  wayward  and  perverse, 
Heaven  cannot  form  a  bower  of  bliss. 

But  he  must  turn  it  to  a  curse !  180 

V. 

And  Tonga's  warriors  tread  once  more, 

Victorious,  on  their  native  shore ; 

And  theirs  is  all  that  patriot  glow 

Successful  warriors  only  know ; 

That  valorous  joy  which  glads  the  brave, 

When  welcomed  to  the  land  they  save ! 

While  warm  o*er  each  enthusiast  brain 

Bright  Fancy's  visionary  train 

Draw  flowery  scenes  of  future  hours 

Of  bliss  in  Tonga's  blooming  bowers !  190 

Alas !  brave  chiefs, — 'tis  yours  to  share 

The  bitter  banquet  of  Despair ; 

To  feel  the  agonizing  pangs 

Of  Disappointment's  keenest  fangs  : 
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For  Treachery  and  Ingratitude, 

And  Tyranny's  demoniac  brood — 

A  desperate  and  insatiate  band — 

Await  you  on  your  native  land  : 

Ye  see  them  not — ye  only  see 

The  laureate  wreath  of  victory,  200 

Suspended  o'er  the  warrior's  head ; 
Invisible  the  secret  guile, 
The  dark,  insidious,  artful  wile, 

That  places  Slavery's  chain  instead. 

Few  moons  have  circled  since  the  day 
When,  bounding  o'er  the  ocean's  spray, 
Their  barks  those  warriors  bore  away  ; 
But  e'en  in  that  short  lapse  of  time 
Enow  had  pass'd  of  blood  and  crime  I 

The  aged  Sovereign  of  the  Isles,  210 

Worn  down  with  years,  and  cares,  and  toils. 

Had  sunk,  as  sinks  the  lingering  Sun, 

When  all  his  glorious  work  is  done; 

Slow  fading  from  the  dazzled  sight, 

In  mellowing  tints  of  glowing  light 

That  gild  the  gathering  clouds  of  Night. 
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And  he,  whom  craft  and  guile  alone 
Have  plac'd  upon  the  vacant  throne, 
Is  one  by  angry  Heaven  designed 
To  scourge  and  terrify  mankind —  220 

Such  as  its  wrath  permits  at  times 
To  awe  us  with  unheard-of  crimes- 
Mo  ngolmo,  fell  and  dire  a  name 
As  e'er  to  human  curse  had  claim  ! 
He  knows,  and  dreads,  those  chiefs'  return, 
And  maddening  thoughts  within  him  burn — 
Such  pangs  as  haunt  the  tyrant's  heart, 
And  never  for  an  hour  depart : 
For  ne'er  did  tyrant  feel  the  balm, 
The  confidence,  the  blissful  calm,  230 

That  patriotic  virtues  shed 
Around  the  venerated  head 
Of  him  who,  in  whatever  clime, 
Has  dared  resist  oppressive  crime ! 

<^-  .  '. 

Oh,  lust  of  sway,  thou  fiend  accurst, 

Thou  ancient  scourge  of  human  kind  I 
How  cam'st  thou,  dread  hyasna,  first 

To  pour  thy  venom  o'er  the  mind  ? 
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Dark  was  the  hour  thy  course  began^  , 
When,  issuing  from  thy  hideous  den,  240 

Thy  spirit  first  incited  man 
To  trample  on  his  kindred  men ! 

VI. 

But  veiFd  must  be  those  pangs  awhile, 
And  Hatred's  cheek  must  wear  a  smile ; 
Strike  the  loud  note  of  joy  :  to-day 

Let  festal  mirth  unbounded  reign, 
And  Tonga  every  charm  display, 

To  hail  her  heroes  home  again ! 

And  this  the  cause  that  maiden  throng 

Have  risen  before  the  morning  light,  250 

And  now  so  swiftly  bound  along, 

To  twine  fresh  chaplets  for  to-night ; 
And  many  an  artless  sportive  jest, 

And  many  a  light  and  trivial  wile. 
Amuse  each  sprightly  playful  breast, 

And  Expectation's  hour  beguile ; 
And  chief  Valooya  seems  the  mark 

At  which  their  pointless  arrows  fly — 
The  hints — the  smiles — ^the  glances  dark. 

That  beam  from  many  a  restless  eye.  260 
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*'  Valooya  silent  seems  to-day — 

"  Mourns  she  her  sire's  return  ? 
"  Or  is  some  youthful  chief  away 

"  Whose  weal  she  seeks  to  learn  ? 
"  Where  is  young  Hala's  light  canoe  ? 

"  Shuns  he  Valooya's  bower  ? 
"  Why  comes  the  lover  not  to  woo 

"  In  Tonga's  festal  hour?" 

"  Oh,  name  him  not,"  the  maid  exclaims  — 

Her  cheek  suffused  with  crimson  flames—  270 

*^  Oh,  name  him  not :  my  angry  sire 

"  Contemns  his  calm  and  peaceful  life ; 
"  He  says  a  chieftain  should  aspire 

"  To  glory  in  the  martial  strife ; 
"  And  Hala  dwells  upon  the  wave — 

"  The  wild  winds  wall  his  floating  home; 
"  Above,  the  whirling  tempests  rave, 

"  Around,  the  ceaseless  billows  foam  ; 
"  And  Hala  steers  his  bark  afar 
"  From  all  the  barbarous  scenes  of  war ;  280 

"  He  heeds  but  slight  the  warrior's  mock, 
''  But  moors  by  some  romantic  rock, 
*'  And  plays  and  sings  the  lingering  day, 
*'  And  whiles  the  lonely  hours  away ; — 
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^^  And  oh,  methinks,  it  would  be  bliss— 

"  But  I  must  dream  no  more  of  this — " 

Here  young  Valooya  turned  aside, 
A  starting,  rebel  tear  to  hide — 
Nor  did  her  kind  companions  press 
Too  closely  on  her  soft  distress —  290 

Nor  urge  her  rudely  to  reveal 
The  secret  she  would  fain  conceal ; 
No !  their  unpolish'd,  generous  hearts 
Had  not  yet  learn'd  that  worst  of  arts, 
To  twine  the  suffering  soul  around. 
And  pour  fresh  poison  in  the  wound. 

VII. 

And  now  they  reach  the  favourite  spot. 

Whence  young  Valooya  smiles  to  view 
Her  father's  yellow-matted  cot, « 

The  slender  palm-stems  peeping  through ;         300 
Her  gay  companions  there  she  leaves, 

And  now  she  threads  the  wood,  alone ; 
Now  sees  the  low-descending  eaves ' 

O'er  which  the  creeping  shrubs  are  grown — 
And  now  she  's  past  the  fencing  low ' 

That 
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Heavens !  what  means  that  glance  of  fear? 

What  shocks  her  sight  ? — It  cannot ! — No — 

And  yet  it  is — ^his  broken  spear — 
Lalangi's  spear — and  close  beside. 
His  warrior-vest — in  crimson  dy'd  !  310 

Oh,  who  shall  speak  the  maid's  affright, 
When  struck  by  that  horrific  sight  ? 
What  poet's  plastic  hand  shall  dare 
To  draw  such  picture  of  despair  ? 
What  limner's  magic  pencil  trace 
The  terrors  of  that  bloodless  face  ? 
In  death-like  stupor  dumb  she  stands. 
Nor  beats  her  breast,  nor  wrings  her  hands ; 
One  wildering  sense  of  whelming  woes 
Is  all  she  feels — is  all  she  knows ;  320 

The  sun  is  shining  on  her  bright — 
She  heeds  not  his  all-cheering  light — 
An  icy  chill  steals  o'er  her  brain. 
And  thrills  through  each  stagnating  vein  ; 
Till,  Nature's  chords  all  over-wound, 
She  sinks  insensate  on  the  ground ! 

Alas,  sad  maid !  'Twere  well  for  thee 
Thus  cold — thus  senseless,  still  to  be  ! 
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But  thou  must  wake — must  feel  again 

The  deadliest  stings  of  grief  and  pain —  330 

Must  wake  again,  to  weep,  and  mourn 

Thy  orphan  lot — thy  fate  forlorn — 

Denied  e'en  with  thy  tears  to  lave 

A  murder'd  parent's  unknown  grave, 

Or  o'er  his  cold fy-to-ca  strew  '° 

The  melancholy  tokens  due  I 

For,  from  that  hour,  on  Tonga's  shore 

Lalangi's  form  was  seen  no  more  ! 

But  now  nor  grief  nor  joy  can  move  thee — 

Thou  seest  not  him  that  bends  above  thee ;  340 

Thou  feel'st  not  those  enfolding  arms. 

That  bear  thee  from  the  day's  alarms  ! 

Thou  hearest  not  that  maniac  cry. 

That  barbarous  yell,  which  rends  the  sky, 

That  furious  shout,  which  serves  to  tell 

The  minions  of  the  fiend  of  Hell 

Have  done  their  bloody  work  too  well ! 

Yes,  Tyrant !  yes — thy  savage  breast 

Awhile  may  lull  its  fears  to  rest ; 

This  morn  hath  seen  the  incautious  brave  350 

Descend  untimely  to  the  grave ; 
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This  roseate  morn  hath  blush'd  to  see 

So  dire  a  deed  of  treachery ; 

But  thou  art  pleased ;  thine  iron  brow 

Hath  half  relax'd  its  sternness  now — 

The  flash  of  that  ferocious  eye 

Proclaims  thy  exultation  high ; 

The  flower  of  Tonga's  warrior  band 

Hath  fall'n  beneath  thy  ruthless  hand. 

But  few  remain — and  e'en  those  few  360 

Have  greater  cause  thy  power  to  rue — 

Reserved  by  thy  severer  doom 

To  perish  in  a  watery  tomb." 

Oh  man !  thou  Moloch  of  an  hour ! 

How  apt  thou  art  to  acts  of  ill ! 
How  ready,  where  endow'd  with  power, 

Thy  fellow  being's  blood  to  spill  1 
But  darkest  seem  thy  deeds  of  shame 
When  done  in  Justice*  awful  name — 
And  deadliest  is  the  cruel  breast,  370 

When  robed  in  Justice'  sacred  vest ! 
Thy  lust  of  torture  nought  can  slake — 

Bear  witness  Europe's  flames  and  wheel ; 
And  Afric's  thong,^^  and  Asia's  stake ; 

And  fierce  Columbia's  scalping  steel ! 

D 
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And  e'en  in  this  far  Isle,  so  lone, 

Where  wheel  and  thong  are  yet  unknown, 

Hath  despot  Power  devised  a  way 

Its  victim's  sufferings  to  delay, 

While  Vengeance  lingers  o'er  its  prey :  380 

As  well  those  warrior-chieftains  know, 

Who  fell  not  by  the  earlier  blow. 

In  a  foundering  bark  descending 

Gradual  to  their  ocean  grave, 
Long  they  view  the  death  impending ; 

Slow  they  sink  beneath  the  wave : 
Awful  then  the  shuddering  feeling. 

As  they  mark  that  billowy  plain 
Slowly  all  things  else  concealing. 

Merged  v/ithin  the  whelming  main !  390 

'Tis  sunset — o'er  the  boundless  ocean 

Darts  a  long,  resplendent  ray — 
'Tis  gone — with  one  convulsive  motion, 

Bark,  and  Chiefs,  have  pass'd  away ! 

END    OF   CANTO    I. 
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CANTO  11. 


ARGUMENT  OF  CANTO  II. 

Tyranny  of  Mongolmo — His  disappointment  at  tlie  escape  of  Va« 
looya — His  emissaries  are  sent  iu  pursuit — ^They  arrive  at  the 
Coast — Beautiful  prospect  of  the  Ocean  —  Sun-set — Rock  of 
Hoonga  in  the  distance — Valooya,  alone,  awaits  the  return  of 
Hala — He  joins  the  pursuers— His  apparent  treachery — Flight  of 
Valooya  in  her  canoe — She  steers  to  the  Rack  of  Hoonga — Pur- 
suit—She plunges  in  the  sea  at  the  foot  of  the  rock— Disappoint* 
ment  of  the  pursuers. 
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CANTO  II. 


I. 

Th  e  day  is  o'er— that  direful  day, 

With  all  its  crimes,  hath  pass'd  away — 

And  o'er  the  shadowy  face  of  things 

The  Night  hath  spread  her  sable  wings, 

As  if  from  heavenly  sight  to  screen 

The  horrors  vanish'd  Day  had  seen.  400 

'Tis  darkness  over  Tonga's  isle— 

And  Guilt's  red  hand  hath  paused  awhile — 

'Tis  night — ^but  not  a  night  of  rest — 

Despair  hath  seiz'd  on  every  breast — 

And  gloomy  Doubt,  and  wakeful  Dread, 

Keep  vigil  round  each  anxious  head. 

And  see,  where,  glimmering  from  afar. 
Yon  pale  and  melancholy  star 
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Reluctant  beams  her  feeble  spark 

Through  misty  vapours,  drear  and  dark ;  410 

The  single,  solitary  light 

That  gleams  upon  this  gloomy  night-— 

This  night — whose  brilliance  should  outvie 

The  brightest  lustres  of  the  sky — 

The  very  hour  designed  to  be 

The  hour  of  festive  revelry. 

II. 

And  sleeps  the  wretch  whose  lust  of  sway 

Hath  swept  those  dreams  of  joy  away  ? 

That  barbarous  Chief,  whose  treacherous  guile 

Hath  made  so  many  orphans  weep,  420 

And  crush'd  the  hopes  of  Tonga's  isle — 

He  sleeps  not — can  a  tyrant  sleep  ? — 
Yet  one  might  deem  his  fears  were  o'er — 
For  those  who  caused  them  are  no  more. 
Then  wherefore  stalks  he  wildly  round, 
And  listens  to  each  dubious  sound  ? 
And  wherefore  doth  he  start  ?  and  why 
Unceasing  rolls  that  frenzied  eye  ? 

Well  may  he  grieve— his  destined  prey, 

The  young  Valooya— 's  borne  away —  430 
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The  dove  hath  'scaped  the  vulture's  fang — 

And  this  hath  caused  that  secret  pang ; — 

Not  that  his  savage  heart  could  prove 

The  slightest  semblance  e'en  of  love — 

No — his  was  direst,  bitterest  hate, 

With  half  revenge  insatiate — r 

Unless  the  daughter,  and  the  sire, 

Were  both  the  victims  of  his  ire, 

And  nothing  lived  that  shared  the  name, 

Or  bore  the  stamp  of  foeman's  fame.  440 

Such  as  th'  imperial  fiend  "  of  yore 

To  his  devoted  subjects  bore. 

What  time  his  impious  wish  he  spoke, 

To  crush  them  at  a  single  stroke ! 

And  he  hath  charged  his  ruthless  horde 

To  leave  no  covert  unexplored — 

Hill,  forest,  valley,  glen,  or  glade. 

That  might  conceal  that  hapless  maid  : 

And  his  fierce  heart  impatient  burns 

Till  that  infuriate  band  returns,  450 

And  brings  him  tidings  to  assuage 

The  boiling  tempest  of  his  rage. 

And,  hark  !  on  his  impatient  ear 

The  welcome  tone  comes  shrill  and  clear— 
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The  piercing  conch — whose  startling  sound 
Rings  wildly  the  horizon  round ; 
And  loud  proclaims  from  shore  to  shore^ 
His  last  sad  victim  is  no  more ! 

III. 

Spirits  of  Wrath— to  whom  'tis  given 

To  wield  the  thunderbolts  of  Heaven —  460 

Who  ride  upon  the  whirlwind's  wing, 

And  point  the  living  lightning's  sting — 

Who  fill  the  cup  of  vengeance  dread, 

And  pour  it  on  the  Oppressor's  head — 

Who  wither  the  strong  arm  of  power — 

Where  were  ye  in  that  fatal  hour, 

When  innocence  and  beauty  fell 

Beneath  some  dark  malignant  spell ; 

And  guilt,  unpunish'd,  braved  the  sky. 

As  if  Heaven's  justice  to  defy  ?  470 

Long  had  that  sanguinary  train 
Pursued  Valooya's  flight  in  vain. 
O'er  many  a  toilsome,  dangerous  steep- 
Through  many  a  glen  and  valley  deep  : 
Now  wading  through  the  limpid  flood — 
Now  wand'ring  through  the  mazy  wood — 
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Till,  reach'd  at  length  the  pebbly  shore, 

They  hear  the  ocean's  sullen  roar, — 

Whose  wide- spread  waves  a  limit  place 

To  their  successless,  weary  chase.  480 

They  gaze  around — a  lovelier  vision 

Ne'er  blest  enraptured  Poet's  eyes, 
When  Fancy,  in  her  scenes  Elysian, 

Bids  fairy  forms  before  him  rise  ; 
The  broad  red  Sun  is  fast  declining — 

Hill,  island,  valley,  ocean,  sky, 
Are  all  in  crimson  radiance  shining. 

Tinged  with  every  varied  die. 
Around  in  wild  luxuriance  growing, 

Shrubs  of  odoriferous  bloom,  490 

In  native  sweetness  freshly  glowing— 

A  wilderness  of  rich  perfume. 
Dark  toa  groves — tamdno  bowers  " — 

Above  whose  verdant  summits  gleaming, 
Maloco's  Precipice  of  Flowers  ^^ 

Like  gorgeous  Eastern  mantle  's  streaming. 
In  front,  the  boundless  ocean's  green, 
Sprinkled  with  many  an  isle  between — 
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And  far—far  off— where  Heaven  seems  bending 
As  if  to  meet  the  wave  ascending—  500 

Stern  Hoonga's  Rock/^  abrupt  and  steep, 
Stands  proudly  'mid  the  circling  deep, 
And  lifts  its  haughty  crest  sublime 
As  some  old  tower,  defying  Time  I 
It  was  a  scene  so  bright  and  fair-^ 

So  radiant  in  celestial  beauty,— 
That  had  a  Demon  wander'd  there, 

It  might  have  lured  him  back  to  duty — 
For  who  could  view  that  flowery  shore, 
And  not  the  Power  that  made  adore  ?  510 

Vain  fancy ! — E*en  in  Eden's  bowers 
A  Serpent  lurk'd  among  the  flowers — 
And  Treachery's  dark  and  dangerous  wile 
Is  deepest  hid  beneath  a  smile  ! 


IV. 

A  bark  glides  o'er  the  glittering  main — 
'Tis  floating  towards  that  warrior  train- 
It  nearer  comes— their  eager  eyes 
The  bark  of  Hala  recognize — 
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Hala,  the  youth  whose  every  thought 

Was  centred  in  the  maid  they  sought.  520 

Comes  he  in  arms  to  meet  that  band. 

In  Love's—in  Honour's  cause  to  die  ? 
Or  for  his  injur'd  native  land 

I'o  raise  the  patriot  spear  on  high  ? 
Ah  !  no — he  rather  comes  to  guide 
The  murderers  of  his  destined  bride — 
He  comes  to  point  the  bloodhounds*  way, 
To  mangle  their  defenceless  prey- 
To  drive  the  dire  assassin's  dart 
Home  to  his  trusting  victim's  heart.  530 

And  he  and  that  fierce  train  are  met 

To  meditate  some  dark  design — 
They  mount  the  bark — the  sail  is  set— 

They  bound  across  the  murm'ring  brine. 

V. 

And  where  art  thou — sad,  friendless  Maid  ? 

The  crisis  of  thy  fate  draws  on — 
Deserted, — orphan'd, — lost, — ^betray'd  : — 

Betray'd  by  him  thou  lean'st  upon ! 
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Betray'd  by  him ! — It  cannot  be — 
What ! — he — her  lover — ^guardian — he  540 

Who  from  the  dark  and  dire  affray 
Had  borne  her  safe  but  yesterday — 
And  breathed  the  fondest  sighs  of  love, 
That  e'er  could  heart  of  maiden  move  : — 
And  placed  her  in  that  distant  bower, 
Nor  left  her — till  that  sunset  hour ; — 
Yet,  if  sincere  his  passion,  how- 
Could  he  have  left  her  helpless  now  ! — 
But,  still,  she  seems  unmoved  by  fear — 
Nor  conscious  aught  of  danger  near.  550 

And  curious  eye  might  vainly  seek 
One  sign  of  terror  on  her  cheek — 
Though  plainly  in  her  altered  mien 
Might  recent  grief  and  care  be  seen. 
Alone  she  stands  upon  the  shore, 

The  green  waves  rippling  at  her  feet 
As  if  their  mistress  to  adore — 

So  gently  on  the  sands  they  beat  I 
She  mark'd  them  not — her  anxious  eyes 

O'er  far  more  distant  billows  strain —  560 

And  seem  to  watch  each  wave  arise 

Till  Hala  shall  return  again. 
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She  starts — ^and  gazes  round  on  high — 

'Twas  but  the  heron's  passing  cry — 

Again !—  a  sound  came  o'er  the  deep ! 

'Twas  but  the  wild-duck's  circling  sweep — 

Again  ! — Why  turns  her  brow  so  pale  ? 

'Tis  Hala's  own  returning  sail ! 

Can  Hope  and  Love  be  kin  to  Fear  ? 

Or  has  some  guardian  Sylph  been  here,  570 

And  whisper'd  to  that  trembling  Maid 

That  he,  she  trusted,  had  betray'd  ? 

VI. 

There  is  a  spell,  whose  mystic  power 

Resistless  sways  the  human  breast— 
A  charm,  which,  in  life's  darkest  hour, 

Can  soothe  the  suffering  soul  to  rest ; 
There  is  a  spark  of  heavenly  light 

No  earthly  gloom  can  wholly  quell — 
A  ray  so  softly,  purely  bright. 

It  can  the  heaviest  clouds  dispel ;  580 

That  charm  is  Hope's ; — and  her's  the  ray 
That  sparkles  o'er  our  dreary  way. 
And  bids  us  live,  when  all  is  gone 
That  we  had  fondly  leant  upon. 
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And  some  such  influence  must  it  be 
That  lends  Valooya  energy, 
To  guard  the  life  her  Maker  gave— 
What  all  must  lose,  and  all  would  save. 

And  Tonga's  maids,  from  infancy, 

Are  taught  to  brave  the  swelling  sea,  590 

And  furl  the  sail,  and  wield  the  oar. 

And  guide  the  bark  from  shore  to  shore, 

The  fisher's  tedious  toil  to  share, 

And  all  the  ocean's  terrors  dare. 


VIL 


Another  bark  beside  her  lies — 

Its  white  sail  flutters  in  the  breeze  : 
On  board  she  springs — the  cord  unties — 

The  vessel  glides  across  the  seas. 
Tow'rd  distant  Hoonga's  Rock  she  steers — 

That  rock  on  which  no  footstep  yet  600 

Of  mortal  being  e'er  was  set ; 
So  steep  the  rugged  front  it  rears— 
So  stern  the  awful  frown  it  wears. 
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Ah,  frantic  Maid — what  dost  thou  there  ? 

What  means  this  effort  of  despair  ? 

Dost  thou  not  hear  the  furious  cry 

That  tells  thy  fierce  pursuers  nigh  ? — 

Dost  thou  not  see  the  pointed  dart 

Already  levell'd  at  thy  heart  ? — 

That  heart  already  pierced  in  twain  610 

By  one  among  that  deadly  train, 

The  perjured  wretch  who  foremost  stands 

Conspicuous  'mid  th'  opposing  bands  ! 

Valooya  hears,  sees,  feels  the  whole — 

Still  firm,  collected,  calm  she  seems — 
While  from  the  windows  of  the  soul 

The  spirit's  bright  refulgence  beams. 
Her  glance  is  fix'd  upon  the  sky, 

As  if  her  Sire  were  bending  there, 
To  call  her  to  those  joys  on  high  6^0 

Which  innocence  and  virtue  share  ! 

Ply,  ply  the  oar,  ye  Chiefs  of  blood — 

Your  victim's  fate  is  certain  now — 
The  vessel  cleaves  the  sparkling  flood 

That  curls  around  her  pointed  prow ; — 
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Yalooya's  bark  has  reached  the  rock, 

But  there  no  landing  place  can  find  ; 
The  rugged  cliffs  all  efforts  mock, 

As  ruthless  as  the  foe  behind  ! 
Tow'rd  that  fierce  foe  she  turn'd  her  glance,        630 

Then  plunged  beneath  the  whelming  main  : 
The  baffled  foes  in  vain  advance — 

Their  victim  did  not  rise  again ! 


END    OF    CANTO    II. 
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CANTO  III. 


I. 

Days,  weeks,  and  moons  had  pass'd  away 

Since  Tonga  own'd  Mongolmo's  sway, 

And  that  dark  hour  of  blood  and  crime 

Was  softening  in  the  lapse  of  time; 

And  those  bold  warriors'  hapless  fate 

Remember'd  as  an  act  of  state  ; 

For  Policy  had  varnish'd  o'er  6^0 

The  deeds  of  ill  that  stain'd  the  shore ; 

And  Tyrants  never  need  a  plea 

To  vindicate  atrocity. 

And  Hala,  raised  to  power  and  place, 
Appeared  to  riot  in  disgrace — 
Left  his  past  life  of  virtuous  peace, 
To  serve  a  despot's  wild  caprice, 


36  THE    OCEAN    CAVERN.' 

And,  callous,  as  it  seem'd,  to  shame, 
Drew  hourly  curses  on  his  name. 

II. 

'Twas  Eve's  still  hour — the  Ocean's  sigh  650 

Came  through  the  palm -grove  cool  and  soft, 
As  if  some  seraph  deign'd  from  high 

Ethereal  zephyrs  there  to  waft ; 
The  silent  Moon,  with  her  locks  of  light, 
Peep'd  through  the  shadowy  veil  of  Night, 
And  the  sparkling  stars  began  to  shine 
Like  scatter'd  gems  in  the  diamond  mine. — *' 
The  silence  around  is  intense  and  deep. 

And  a  heaviness  hangs  on  every  flower. 
And  all  upon  earth  seems  hush'd  in  sleep,  660 

Save  the  light  that  is  gleaming  from  Hala's  bower  : 
'Tis  the  bower  that  once  was  the  fav'rite  spot 

Where  Valooya  her  infancy  pass'd ; 
And  the  warm  scenes  of  childhood  are  never  forgot. 

First  beheld,  and  remember'd  the  last : — 
'Tis  the  bower  where  Hala  had  oftentimes  stray'd 

In  the  innocent  spring-time  of  youth, 
Ere  the  freshness  of  Virtue  and  Nature  decay 'd. 

Or  bad  faded  the  blossoms  of  truth  : 
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There  is  not  a  shrub  in  that  paradise  growing      670 

But  has  witnessed  his  ardent  professions  of  love  ; 
There  is  not  a  star  in  that  firmament  glowing 

But  has  seen  those  professions  recorded  above !. 
Oh  how  can  he  dare,  in  the  bright  face  of  Heaven, 

Where  each  object  around  seems  his  crimes  to  up- 
braid. 
To  exult  in  the  spoils  for  his  treachery  given. 

The  spoils  of  the  victim  his  guilt  hath  betray'd  ? 
It  would  seem  that  he  reck'd  not:  regardless  of  fears, 

Alone  in  the  shade  of  that  bower  he  lies; 
Not  a  sign  of  remorse  on  his  features  appears,      680 

And  the  calm  smile  of  innocence  seems  in  his  Eyes. 
Oh,  who  could  dark  deception  trace 
In  that  ingenuous,  manly  face  ? 
What  eye  malign  could  ever  seek 
For  treachery  on  that  glowing  cheek  ? 
Or  view  that  amply  curling  hair, 
And  deem  Medusa's  serpents  there  ? 
'Tis  true,  Art  oft  deceptive  shows. 

And  things  the  most  corrupt  can  shine — 
But  who  seeks  poison  in  the  rose,  690 

Or  venom  in  the  pine  ? 
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III. 

He  sleeps  not ; — that  deep,  heart-drawn  sigh 
Proclaims  some  inward  conflict  high : 
His  eyes  are  fix'd — their  absent  ray 
Declares  the  spirit  far  away  ! 
Hala,  arise !  there's  danger  near  thee — ' 

It  is  the  very  hour  of  fate ; 
Thy  slaves  are  far — there's  none  to  hear  thee— 

A  moment — it  may  be  too  late ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  that  hollow  sound  700 

Of  stranger  footstep  on  the  ground  ? 
Dost  thou  not  see  that  eye  of  fire 
Now  flashing  on  thee  in  it's  ire  ? 
The  lip,  the  brow,  that  indicate 
The  deepness  of  vindictive  hate — 
That  terror-striking,  awful  brow 
That  frowns  above  thee  even  now, 
Like  the  red  vengeance-cloud  of  Heaven 
Which  hangs  o'er  sinner  unforgiven  ! 
He  turns — ^he  starts — with  wild  amaze  710 

He  meets  that  stern  intruder's  gaze ; 
A  feeling  like  the  sense  of  dread 
Inspired  by  presence  of  the  dead  I 
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As  if  the  grisly  corse  had  come. 

To  scare  its  murderer,  from  the  tomb ; 

And  scarce  less  cause  had  he  for  awe, 

If  that  were  livings  which  he  saw : 

For  well  could  retrospection  trace 

The  features  of  that  well  known  face. 

Where  each  indig^nant  line  portray'd  720 

The  sire  of  her  whom  he  betray'd ; 

It  is  Lalangi's  self— he  lives — 

He  lives  despite  the  tyrant's  wiles — 
And  all  that  thirst  of  vengeance  gives 

Now  in  his  burning  bosom  boils  I 

"  Traitor!"  he  cried, — the  sonorous  tone 

First  broke  the  silence  of  the  glade — 
*'  Traitor— thou  diest !— Thy  death  alone 

"  Can  vindicate  my  daughter's  shade !" 

Chased  from  his  brow  the  transient  qualm,  730 

Young  Hala  smiled,  serene  and  calm  ; 
Dash'd  the  uplifted  spear  aside, 
And  mildly,  firmly,  thus  replied  : 
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"  Lalangi,  hold  thy  desperate  hand ! 

*'  I  am  no  foe  to  thine  or  thee ; 
^*  Trust  not  the  rumour  of  the  land — 

"  Confide  in  Heaven — and  follow  me !" 


ly. 

He  waited  not  for  aught  reply, 

But  snatch'd  the  torch,  red  blazing  nigh  ; 
And  downward  took  his  silent  way,  740 

Through  the  thick  palm-grove  dark  and  high, 
To  where  his  white-sail'd  vessel  lay. 
Washed  by  the  ocean's  ceaseless  spray. 
Led  by  that  torch's  flickering  glare, 

Lalangi  foUow'd,  stern  and  slow, 
Half  dubious  of  some  secret  snare — 

Half  cautious  of  some  hidden  foe ; 
He  look'd  above,  on  the  spangled  skies — 
"  My  child  is  there — and  for  vengeance  cries !" 
He  look'd  below,  on  the  silvery  wave —  750 

And  shudder'd. — It  was  his  daughter's  grave ! 

The  shore  is  gain'd — the  bark's  unmoor'd— 
And  the  sire  is  call'd  to  haste  on  board — 
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But  that  chill,  cold  wave  hath  fix'd  him  there, 

A  living  statue  of  despair  ! 

*'  Wh}'  this  suspicion  ?" — ^young  Hala  cried — • 

"  Dash  the  dark  veil  of  distrust  aside— 

"  Thou  seest  rae  confiding-,  alone,  unarra'd- — 

"  Be  not  thy  warrior  soul  alarm'd ! 

"  Were  I  the  wretch  thou  deem'st  me  to  be,          760 

"  Dared  I  have  trusted  my  life  with  thee  ?" 

Lalangi  started  from  out  his  trance, 

And  fix'd  on  that  youth  an  eager  glance ; 

Then  took  his  hand,  and  placed  it  in  his — 

"  Hala,  I  charge  thee — answer  me  this  : 

"  By  all  the  Spirits  in  Bolotoo,  ^* 

*'  Who  know  whatever  we  mortals  do  !— 

^'  By  the  soul  of  him  whose  features  I  trace, 

"  As  an  old  companion's,  in  thy  face  ! — 

"  By  that  unseen  mysterious  Power  770 

"  Who  sees  us  now,  at  this  silent  hour! — 

*^  By  the  blood  that  in  this  cold  heart  congeals ! — 

"  By  the  pangs  this  suffering  bosom  feels  ! — 

"  By  every  joy  from  this  breast  exiled  ! — 

"  Art  thou  the  Murderer  of  my  child  ?" 

G 
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The  Moon  shone  full  upon  Hala's  cheek- 
Its  red  was  tinged  with  a  deeper  streak ; 
But  emotion  was  visible  there  alone — 
Unchanged  his  firm,  deliberate  tone  : 
"  Whatever  I  am  will  soon  be  known ;  780 

"  Thou  seest  yon  towering  Rock  on  high 
"  Lift  its  stern  brow  against  the  sky — 
"  Vain  were  the  effort  to  mount  that  steep, 
''  So  rough,  precipitous,  dark,  and  deep ; 
'^  It  stands  alone  in  the  circling  wave, 
"  Which  never  ceases  its  base  to  lave ; — 
*'  ^y  every  oath  thou  hast  named  I  swear 
"  ReveaVd  shall  be  this  myst'ry  there  !'* 

V. 
'Tis  the  hour  of  silence — intense — profound- 
Swift  o'er  the  smooth  ocean  the  light  vessel  glideSj 
And  nought  can  be  heard  but  the  waters'  sound,  791 

As  they  gently  break  on  her  glistening  sides. 
The  Moon  looks  down  from  her  bower  of  light,, 
And  the  eyes  of  Heaven  are  sparkling  bright ; 
And  the  waves  with  reflected  lustre  glow 
As  another  Heaven  were  shining  below  \ 
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And  now  they  have  reach'd  that  awful  height — 

'Tis  the  same  which  witness'd  Valooya's  flight; 

And  the  billows  its  rugged  base  that  lave 

Are  the  same  that  flow  o'er  Valooya's  grave :       800 

What  can  that  youthful  Chieftain  mean 

At  such  an  hour — in  such  a  scene  ? 

The  bark  is  stay'd : — a  deadlier  frown 

On  Lalangi's  angry  brow  came  down  ; 

He  had  laid  his  hand  on  his  trusty  spear, 

When  a  clear  soft  sound  came  o'er  his  ear, — 

A  plaintive,  wild,  melodious  note 

Seems  on  the  moonlight  air  to  float, 

Such  as  the  Spirits  of  the  deep 

Might  breathe  to  lull  their  waves  asleep  !  810 

So  musical — so  sweet  it  came, 

So  thrilling  through  the  hearer's  frame  : 

"  No  more  to  greet  these  hapless  eyes 
"  O'er  Tonga's  bowers  the  Sun  shall  rise ! 
'^  Whelm'd  deep  beneath  the  Ocean  wave, 
"  No  ray  can  pierce  my  lonely  grave  ; 
^'  A  prey  to  anguish,  grief,  and  care, 
"  And  vain  regret — and  sad  despair  !" 
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Lalangi  still  listens— that  mystic  tone 

Still  vibrates  on  his  wondering  ear ;  820 

It  came  o'er  his  soul  as  a  voice  well  known, 

But  a  voice  he  never  again  should  hear : 

It  reminded But,  hark!  the  self-same  strain — 

And  more  deep  and  full — it  begins  again  ! 
'Tis  nearer ! — he  casts  around  his  eye, 
'Tis  Hala  who  makes  that  sound  reply : 

"  Mourner,  why  this  tristful  air  ? 

"  Love  has  power — then  why  despair  ? 

"  The  earth  beneath— the  skies  above — 

"  All — all  obey  immortal  Love  t  830 

**  Love  can't  refuse  a  mourner's  prayer, 

"  And  Love  has  power — then  why  despair  ? 

"  Yes  !  Love  can  calm  the  wildest  waves, 
"^  And  Love  can  pierce  the  deepest  caves  : 
"  Can  burst  the  chain— can  quench  the  fire-— 
"  And  brave  the  fiercest  tyrant's  ire : 
"  And  Love  will  grant  a  mourner's  prayer — 
"  And  Love  has  power — then  why  despair  ?" 
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VL 

Lalangi,  lost  in  mute  suspense. 

Could  scarcely  trust  his  dubious  sense ;  S40 

^'  Mysterious  youth,"  at  length  he  cried, 

"  My  heart  thou  hast  severely  tried ; 

"  Was  this  a  real,  a  mortal  strain, 

"  Or  but  to  mock  a  father's  pain  ?" 

"  The  hour  is  come,"  the  youth  replied, 

"  For  the  mystic  veil  to  be  torn  aside  ; 

"  And  Peace,  I  trust,  and  Love,  and  Joy, 

"  Shall  all  our  future  hours  employ ; 

"  But  the  secret  lies  beneath  the  sea, — 

"  Confide  in  Heaven,  and  follow  me !"  850 

A  belt  of  scarlet,  around  his  waist, 

Confined  the  folds  of  his  snowy  vest —  " 

The  end  of  the  belt  to  the  Sire  he  gave. 

And  fearlessly  plunged  in  the  deep,  dark  wave  ; 

Lalangi,  led  by  his  daring  guide. 

Dived  boldly  into  the  whelming  tide. 

Inured  from  youth,  with  hardy  limb, 

The  ocean's  roughest  waves  to  stem  ; 

Yet  there  came  on  his  soul  a  sense  of  dread 

As  the  waters  closed  above  his  head,  860 
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And  the  last  faint,  feeble,  glimm'ring  raj 
Of  light  from  above,  slow  faded  away ; 
And  he  felt  himself  rapidly  forced  along 
By  a  current  impetuous,  fierce,  and  strong, 
Into  gloomier  darkness,  dense,  and  dire. 
As  when  Heaven  of  old,  in  its  awful  ire. 
Plunged  in  the  dismal  depths  of  Hell 
The  Hebrew  seer  that  dared  rebel !  ^'^ 

Lalangi  was  faint— the  hand  of  Death 

Had  almost  seiz'd  his  exhausted  breath  ;  870 

When  he  suddenly  breathed  the  air  again 

Above  the  level  of  the  Ocean  plain. 

And  his  feet  a  resting  place  had  found, 

But  silence  and  darkness  were  all  around  ; 

He  stretch'd  his  hand — but  too  plainly  felt 

That  it  nothing  held  but  the  treacherous  belt ; 

He  call'd  aloud — -but  his  guide  was  gone, 

And  he  was  in  that  abyss  alone ! 

Terrific  thought !  What  pen  hath  power 

To  paint  the  horrors  of  that  dark  hour  ?  880 

Defeated  vengeance — famine — grief — 

Remorse  for  credulous  belief: 
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A  thousand  pangs,  without  control, 
Oppress'd  that  Chief's  distracted  soul. 

But  the  vividest  flash  to  man  avow'd 

Breaks  from  the  gloomy  thunder-cloud  ; 

And  Hope  seems  never  half  so  fair 

As  when  the  follower  of  Despair ! 

The  cheerful  Power  resumes  her  sway, 

And  the  darkness  has  vanish'd  all  away —  890 

A  thousand  rays  of  dazzling  light 

Burst  at  once  on  Lalangi's  sight ; 

He  saw  himself  in  a  wondrous  pile 

Form'd  like  some  vast  cathedral  aisle ; 

The  roof — the  sides — ^the  crystal  lining, 

All  in  one  blaze  of  radiance  shining ; 

Stalactite  columns,  thin  and  tall. 

Fit  for  some  genie's  diamond  hall ; 

Whose  lofty  dome's  resplendent  spars 

Vie  with  the  lustre  of  the  stars ;  900 

Below,  the  sandy,  sparkling  floor 

Gleams  like  a  vein  of  golden  ore ; 

O'er  which  a  silvery  current  gushes. 

Pure  as  the  crystal  whence  it  rushes ; 
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And  in  circling  folds  keeps  endless  flow 
Till  it  joins  the  Ocean  wave  below  ; 
Where,  lost  in  darkness  deep,  profound, 
Its  waters  lave  the  Cavern's  bound. 

VII. 

Lalangi  heeds  not  that  vision  of  light — 

His  eyes  are  fix'd  on  a  lovelier  sight ;  910 

He  only  sees  that  form  of  grace 

Through  those  vast  arches  swift  advancing ; 
He  only  sees  that  beauteous  face— 

The  love  beneath  those  eyelids  glancing ! 
Emotion  chokes  his  struggling  breath ; 

Lives  she  again  ? — It  cannot  be ! 
Or  hath  he  pass'd  the  Gulf  of  Death, 

And  this  his  guide  to  ecstasy  ? 
It  is  no  dream  ! — She  lives  again  i — 

Hath  guilty  Pomp  an  hour  like  this  ?  920 

This  rapture  almost  stretch'd  to  pain — 

This  speechless  agony  of  bliss ! 
Valooya  lives — she  comes  at  last, 

Array'd  in  all  her  native  charms ; 
Forgetting  every  danger  pass'd, 

Enfolded  in  a  Father's  arms ! 
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The  crystal  walls  still  brighter  shone — 
But  Lalangi  had  not  a  glance  for  them  ; 

His  eyes  are  fix'd  on  her  alone — 

The  Ocean  Cavekn's  brightest  gem  !  930 

And  Hala  join'd  th'  enraptured  pair, 

And  led  them  through  that  vaulted  hall. 
Into  a  grotto  bright  and  fair. 

Beside  that  Cavern's  farther  wall : 
From  the  high  sparkling  roof  which  crown'd  ^ 

The  grot,  two  lamps  resplendent  hung, 
And  on  the  coral  walls  around 

Tlieir  brilliant  lustre  constant  flung  : 
And  there  had  Hala's  guardian  care 

Each  requisite  of  life  bestow'd ;  940 

And  all  that  could  be  gather*d  there 

To  cheer  that  lonely,  dark  abode  : 
Mats  from  Hamoa's  favour'd  Isle*^ 

Upon  the  grot's  cool  floor  were  spread, 
And  cocoas,  fill'd  with  sandal  oil,^^ 

Around  a  pleasing  fragrance  shed. 
Fresh  fruits,  of  various  hue  and  taste. 
Beside  were  in  luxuriance  placed ; 

H 
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And  every  comfort  graced  the  board 

That  Tonga's  climate  could  afFord.  930 

VIII. 

Such  was  the  grot — the  secret  bower — 

The  safe  retreat  of  faithful  Love, 
Who  there,  secure  from  tyrant  power, 

Smiled  at  the  stormy  world  above  ! 
Oh,  sacred  Love !  rare  source  of  joy  I 
*  How  seldom  pure  to  mortals  given  ! 
Unstained  by  earthly  base  alloy — 

The  clear,  unsullied  boon  of  Heaven ! 
By  all  desired,  by  few  enjoy'd — 

Bright  vision  of  those  early  hours  960 

"  That  paint  with  beauteous  forms  the  void, 

"  And  fill  the  barren  waste  with  flowers  /" 
Ah,  how  unlike  thy  virgin  stream, 

Thy  sparkling  waters'  silver  flow. 
Is  that  dull,  sensual;  sordid  dream 

Miscaird  by  thy  fair  name  below ! 
Base  interest, — cold,  unfeeling  pride. 

Ambition's  dark  and  subtile  art — 
Too  oft  thy  rites  have  misapplied — 

Conjoin'd  the  hand— and  broke  the  heart !        970 
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Sad  theme !  unknown  in  that  far  isle 

Where  soft  Affection  only  sway'd ;  -     ^ 

And  sanctioned  with  a  Parent's  smile 

The  union  Love  and  Nature  made  : 
Now  was  the  mystery  all  explain'd, 

How  young  Valooya  'scaped  the  grave  ; 
How  Hala's  cares  her  life  sustain'd. 

And  how  found  out  that  wondVous  Cave ! 

IX.  * 

'Twas  Hala,  from  that  dark  affray 

Who  bore  her  on  that  fatal  day  ;  980 

And  deem'd  to  his  far- distant  home 

That  nought  but  Love  could  ever  come ; 

At  least,  should  Fortune  frown  or  smile, 

It  refuge  might  afford  awhile. 

Till  he  could  bear  her  o'er  the  wave, 

And  lodge  her  in  the  Ocean  Cave ; 

The  Ocean  Cave,  then  newly  found, 

As  he  his  fishing  sports  pursued 
Stern  Hoonga's  lofly  cliff  around^ 

Amid  her  wat'ry  solitude.  990 

He  mark'd  beneath  the  curling  spray 

A  tortoise'^  trace  its  sluggish  way : 
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The  wave  was  calm,  and  clear,  though  deep — 

The  resting  tortoise  seem'd  asleep ; 

Exulting  Hala,  diving,  tries 

To  seize  his  almost-captured  prize ; 

The  creature  knew  its  hiding-place, 

And  crept  within  the  Cavern's  base; 

The  youth  pursued  the  unwieldy  prey, 

And  through  the  chasm  traced  its  way ;  1000 

Explored  the  dark  and  dangerous  Cave, 

And  rose  once  more  above  the  wave ; 

Gave  up  all  further  search  as  vain, 

And  sought  his  usual  sports  again  ; 

Undeeming  that  dread  place  should  prove 

The  future  Sanctuary  of  Love  ! 

X. 

But  then,  in  that  all  anxious  hour. 

When  Murder's  slaves  were  roaming  near, 
He  deem'd  unsafe  his  distant  bower, 

And  hither  thought  his  charge  to  bear.  1010 

He  waited  for  the  approach  of  Night 

To  launch  unseen  his  little  bark  ; 
But  that  dire  foe  appeared  in  sight, 

Ere  Night  had  "donn'd  her  mantle  dark." 
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Unhappy  Maid  ! — 'twas  then  too  late  ! 

What  could  in  that  sad  hour  be  done  ? 
Thy  lover  can  but  share  thy  fate — 

No  means  the  savage  foe  to  shun ! 
Hope  springs  in  Hala's  breast  again — 

One  desperate  risk  may  save  her  still ;  1020 

All-powerful  Love  inspires  his  brain. 

And  animates  his  votary's  skill : 
She  must  be  seen  ; — the  foe  draws  nigh — 

Their  bosoms  burn  with  deadliest  rage ; 
And  she  must  die,  or  seem  to  die, 

Ere  that  fierce  fury  can  assuage  ; 
He  leaves,  with  sighs,  that  maid  behind, 

Instructed  by  his  anxious  care 
How  that  mysterious  Cave  to  find — 

How  that  deep,  wat'ry  chasm  to  dare ;  1030 

While  he  dissembling  meets  the  train, 

Affects  to  urge  Valooya's  fate. 
And  leads  the  chase  across  the  main, 

As  love  were  changed  to  direst  hate. 
All  lies  within,  deep,  close,  conceal'd, 

All  outward  seems  vindictive  ire ; 
Successless  love  to  hate  congeal'd, 

And  vengeance  tow'rd  that  haughty  Sire. 
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Though  well  sustain'd  such  outward  show, 

111  brook'd  that  youth  his  double  part ;  1040 

Revenge  sits  ill  upon  the  brow, 

While  Love  and  Fear  distract  the  heart. 
Fear,  as  he  marks  Valooya's  flight, 

Strikes  through  his  breast  a  deadly  chill ; 
Love  points  to  yon  mysterious  height, 

And  whispers,  Hope  may  triumph  still ! 
He  saw  her  plunge  beneath  the  main — 

Oh,  Heav'n !  if  she  that  chasm  should  miss  ! 
He  gazed — she  did  not  rise  again — 

She's  in  that  fathomless  abyss !  1050 

By  myriad  anxious  feelings  rack'd. 

He  with  th'  exulting  band  returns. 
Love,  hope,  and  fear,  his  breast  distract. 

And  stifled  indignation  burns. 
While  lingering  with  that  blood-stain'd  horde, 

Uneasy  pass'd  the  hours  away — 
Loaded  with  praise  his  heart  abhorr'd. 

Till  closed,  at  last,  the  tedious  day ; — 
Then,  at  the  dead,  still  hour  of  night. 

He  sought,  unmark'd,  the  Ocean  Cave  ;  1060 

Each  anxious  doubt  was  then  at  height — 

Was  it  her  refuge— or  her  grave  ? 
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He  call'd  her — but  she  answer'd  not — 

Can  she  not  hear  the  voice  of  Love  ? 
She  lives — she  speaks ! — Each  ill's  forgot 

In  praises  to  the  Powers  above. 

And  nightly  constant  Hala  came. 

As  that  Abydian  youth  of  yore. 
Who  perish'd  for  the  beauteous  dame 

Whose  torch  expired  on  Sestos'  shore  !  ^*       1070 
For  them,  in  that  secluded  state, 

Love  fill'd,  unmix'd,  the  cup  of  joy ; 
Save  when  Lalangi*s  dubious  fate 

Would  dash  the  goblet  with  alloy. 
But  now  e'en  that  dark  doubt's  removed ; — 

Though  wounded  in  that  hour  of  ill, 
Valooya  sees  that  Sire  beloved 

Preserved  for  her  affection  still. 
By  friends'  devotion  borne  away 
From  slaughter,  on  that  direful  day,  1080 

In  distant  Fiji's  Isles  conceard,^^ 
He  dwelt  the  while  his  wounds  were  heal'd ; 
And  thence  return'd  with  heart  of  flame 
To  vindicate  his  injured  fame  ; 
And  sought  at  yester-even  hour 
What  he  then  deem'd  a  traitor's  bower. 
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XL 

Such  was  the  tale.     'Twere  vain  to  speak 
The  lovers'  rapturous  thought  the  while — 

To  draw  the  Maiden's  glowing  cheek — 
The  listening  Sire's  consenting  smile,  1090 

But,  ha ! — what  means  that  deaf  ning  shout, 

Loud  echoing  through  the  vaulted  Cave  ? 
It  speaks  some  mighty  power  without — 

Some  armament  upon  the  wave  ! 
"  We  are  betraj'd  !"  young  Hala  cries — 

*'  Yet — how  ? — But  one  my  secret  knew, 
''  And  he Again  those  sounds  arise  I 

"  Or  life,  or  death,  the  foe  shall  rue  !" 
He  spoke,  and  vanish'd  from  their  eyes — 

Lost  in  the  windings  of  the  Cave ;  1100 

He  heeds  not  e'en  Yalooya's  cries, 

But  plunges  in  the  rapid  wave. 
Valooya  hears — ^her  Sire  intreats 

The  dark  abyss  below  to  dare — 
"  While  in  this  heart  the  life-blood  beats, 

"  His  perils  and  his  fate  I  share  1" 
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The  pair  ascend ; — the  mornkig  light 

Gnce  more  salutes  Valooya's  sight; 

And  thousand  tongues,  with  loud  acclaim, 

Resound  long  lost  Lalangi's  name ;  1110 

The  Morn  smiles  o'er  a  scene  of  joy — 

The  Tyrant  Chief  of  Tonga's  dead ! 

He  who  so  gloried  to  destroy 

Beneath  destroyer's  arm  hath  bled. 
He  lies  in  his  inglorious  grave ; 

And  Hala's  friend  hath  told  the  tale ; 
And  Tonga's  warriors  throng  the  wave 

The  Flower  of  faithful  Love  to  hail ! 

xn. 

Gay  beams  the  morn — the  bright  blue  sky 
Smiles  on  the  deep  auspiciously;  1120 

Light  dances  the  wave  in  the  sparkling  ray, 
As  if  chasing  the  glances  of  sunshine  away ; 
Reflecting  in  beauty  the  palm-wooded  shore 
That  in  wild  native  loveliness  stretches  before ; 
A  myriad  of  barks  o'er  the  green  wave  are  spread, 
All  fluttering  with  streamers  of  yellow  and  red  ;^^ 
Every  countenance  there  is  adorn'd  with  a  smile^ 
And  an  air  of  festivity  reigns  through  the  Isle. 

I 
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Sound  the  loud  conch — sound  louder  yet ! 

This  day  was  made  for  joy  alone ;  1130 

The  Chiefs  of  Tonga's  Isle  have  met, 

And  Hala  mounts  the  vacant  throne ! 
He  reigns — and  long  that  flowery  Isle 

Obey'd  his  mild,  pacific  sway — 
One  glorious,  bright,  unvarying  smile — 

One  cloudless^  sunshine,  summer  day  ! 
Blest  in  Valooya's  constant  love. 

Long  years  of  mutual  bliss  they  knew, 
Till,  summon'd  by  the  Powers  above, 

Their  kindred  souls  in  union  flew!  1140 


Ages  have  vanished  since  that  day, 
And  slaves  and  tyrants  pass'd  away; 
But  still  that  ceaseless  Ocean  flows. 
And  still  that  glorious  landscape  glows  ; 
That  wondrous  Rock  still  frowns  on  high, 
And  never  mariner  passes  by 
But  slacks  awhile  his  flutt'ring  sail. 
To  tell  the  Ocean  Cavern's  Tale ! 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  line  37. 
Stayed  thy  proud  course  o'er  Gibeon*s  hill, 
Joshua,  ch.  x.  v.  12. 

Note  %  line  &Q, 

The  boogo  points  her  spiry  leaf. 

The  hoogo  is  a  species  of  fig,  with  narrow  leaves,  and 
grows  to  an  amazing  size. 

Note  3,  line  69. 

And  breadfruit,  and  the  wild  anana. 

The  South  Sea  Islands  produce  a  kind  of  wild  pine- 
apple, which  the  natives  term  wharra. 

Note  4,  line  70. 
Delicious  jambu. 
A  sort  of  fruit  abundant  in  the  South  Seas. 

Note  5,  line  107. 

Which  they  had  risen  before  the  sun. 
To  gather  for  some  favorite  one. 

It  is  a  custom  at  Tonga,  for  the  young  women  to 
gather  flowers  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  morning,  and 
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twine  them  on  their  return  into  various  ornaments,  for 
themselves,  and  their  relations  and  friends.  They  ga- 
ther them  at  sun -rise,  while  the  dew  of  the  morning  is 
still  fresh  on  them ;  because,  when  plucked  at  that  time, 
their  fragrance  is  of  longer  continuance. 

Note  6,  line  122. 

Or  dancing  on  the  green  marlay. 

The  marlay  is  a  level  spot,  covered  with  grass,  which  is 
used  for  all  pubUc  assemblies,  whether  of  festivity  or  a 
more  serious  nature.  There  are  generally  several  of  them 
on  each  island. 

Note  7,  line  126. 

Or  fango-fango^ s  plaintive  sound. 

The  fangO'fango  is  a  kind  of  flute,  with  a  soft,  grave 
note.  It  is  blown  with  the  right  nostril.  There  are  five 
finger-holes,  and  one  for  the  thumb. 

Note  8,  line  299. 
Her  father* s  yellow-matted  cot. 

The  dwellings  of  the  islanders  of  the  South  Sea  are  ge- 
nerally built  in  the  woods,  between  the  sea  and  the  hills. 
No  more  ground  is  cleared  for  each  house  than  is  sufficient 
for  preventing  the  dropping  of  the  branches  from  rotting 
the  thatch  with  which  they  are  covered  :  from  the  house, 
therefore,  the  inhabitants  step  immediately  under  the 
shade,  which  is  the  most  delightful  that  can  be  imagined. 
It  consists  of  groves  of  bread-fruit,  and  cocoa-palms,  with- 
out underwood,  intersected,  in  all  directions,  by  the  paths 
that  lead  from  one  house  to  the  other.  The  ground  on 
which  the  house  is  built  is  an  oblong  square  ;  over  this  a 
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roof  is  raised  upon  three  rows  of  pillars,  or  posts,  parallel 
to  each  other.  The  utmost  height  within  is  about  nine 
feet,  and  the  eaves  on  each  side  reach  to  within  about  three 
feet  and  a  half  of  the  ground :  below  this,  and  through 
the  whole  height  at  each  end,  it  is  open.  The  roof  is 
thatched  with  palm  leaves,  and  the  floor  is  covered,  some 
inches  deep,  with  soft  hay :  over  this  are  laid  mats,  so 
that  the  whole  is  one  cushion,  on  which  they  sit  in  the 
day,  and  sleep  in  the  night.  The  house  is,  indeed,  prin- 
cipally used  as  a  dormitory ;  for,  except  it  rains,  they  eat 
in  the  open  air,  under  the  shade  of  the  next  tree. 

Note  9,  line  303. 
low  descending  eaves, . 


The  habitations  of  the  Tonga  islanders  are  constructed 
with  long,  slanting  roofs,  reaching  to  within  a  few  feet  of 
the  ground,  as  more  particularly  described  in  the  preced- 
ing Note. 

Note  10,  line  S35. 

Or  o'er  his  cold  fy-to-ca  strew. 

It  constitutes  an  important  part  of  the  funeral  ceremo- 
nies of  Tonga,  for  the  female  relatives  of  the  deceased  to 
strew  flowers  over  ihefytoca,  or  grave,  and  also  to  cover  it 
with  small  pebbles. 

Note  11,  line  363. 

To  perish  in  a  waCry  tomb. 

Drowning  is  the  ordinary  punishment  of  treason  in  the 
Tonga  isles.  The  culprit  is  taken  out  to  sea  in  a  leaky 
canoe,  fastened  down  by  cords,  and  thus  gradually  sinks 
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into  the  depths  of  the  ocean.     For  an  instance  of  this 
mode  of  punishment,  see  Mariner's  Tonga  Islands. 

Note  12,  Hnc  374. 

And  Africs  thong. 

Alluding  to  the  cruelties  practised  on  the  victims  of  the 
slave  trade. 

Note  13,  line  441.- 

Such  as  th' imperial  fiend  of  yore, 
Caligula. 

Note  14,  line  493. 
Dark  toa  groves — tamano  bowers. 

The  toa  is  a  lofty  tree,  the  wood  of  which  is  very  hard, 
and  used  by  the  natives  for  various  purposes.  The  tamano 
is  a  shrub. 

Note  15,  line  495. 
Maloco's  precipice  ofjlowers. 

The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  translation  of  a 
Tonga  song;  the  whole  of  which  interesting  production  is 
given  by  Mr.  Mariner,  in  his  first  volume,  p.  293. 

"  How  troublesome  are  the  young  men,  begging  for  our 
wreaths  of  flowers,  while  they  say  in  their  flattery,  *  See 
how  charming  these  young  girls  look  coming  from  Licoo ! 
— How  beautiful  are  their  skins,  diff'using  around  a  fra- 
grance like  the  Jloweiy  precipice  of  Maloco  !* " 

Note  16,  line  501. 

Hoonga's  Rock. 

The  island  of  Hoonga  lies  to  the  N.  of  Tonga,  and  is  in 
long.  185.  14  E.    Lat.  21.  36  S. 
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"  On  this  island  there  is  a  peculiar  Cavern,  situated  on 
the  western  coast,  the  entrance  to  which  is  below  the  sur- 
face of  the  sea,  even  at  low  water.  It  was  first  discovered 
by  a  young  chief  whilst  diving  after  a  turtle.  The  nature 
of  this  cavern  will  be  better  understood  if  we  imagine  a 
hollow  rock  rising  to  a  considerable  height  above  the  level 
of  the  sea.  The  only  entrance  is  by  a  passage  in  the  side 
of  the  rock,  about  three  feet  below  low  water  mark,  and 
about  nine  feet  in  length.  This  leads  directly  into  the 
cavern,  the  base  of  which  may  thus  be  said  to  be  the  sea 
itself  It  is  about  forty  feet  wide  in  the  main  part,  branch- 
ing off  into  two  narrower  portions.  The  medium  height  is 
about  40  feet.  The  roof  is  hung  with  stalactites  in  a  very 
curious  way,  resembling  upon  a  cursory  view,  the  arches 
and  ornaments  of  a  Gothic  church." — Mariner's  Account 
of  the  Manners  and  Customs  of  the  Tonga  Islands. 

Note  17,  line  657. 

And  the  sparkling  stars  began  to  shine, 
Like  scattered  gems  in  the  diamond  mine. 

The  diamond  is  chiefly  found  in  the  provinces  of  Gol- 
conda  and  Visiapour,  and  also  in  that  of  Bengal.  Raol- 
conda,  in  Visiapour,  and  Gandicotta,  are  famed  for  their 
mines,  as  is  Coulour  in  Golconda.  The  diamond  is  gene- 
rally found  in  the  narrow  crevices  of  the  rocks,  loose,  and 
never  adherent  to  the  fixed  stratum.  The  miners,  with 
long  iron  rods,  which  have  hooks  at  the  ends,  pick  out  the 
contents  of  the  fissures,  and  wash  them  in  tubs,  in  order 
to  extricate  the  diamonds.  In  Coulour  they  dig  on  a  large 
plain,  to  the  depth  of  ten  or  fourteen  feet;  forty  thousand 
persons  are  employed;  the  men  to  dig,  and  the  women 
and  children  to  carry  the  earth  to  the  places  where  it  is 
deposited  till  the  search  is  made. 


64 

Note  18,  line  766. 
Bolotoo. 


Bolotoo  is  an  imaginary  place  of  future  existence,  sup-» 
posed,  by  the  inhabitants  of  Tonga,  to  be  an  Island  to  the 
S.W.  inhabited  by  the  spirits  of  departed  chiefs,  and  in 
which  every  object  is  apparent  to  the  sight,  but  not  sen- 
sible to  the  touch. 

Note  19,  line  852. 

Confined  the  folds  of  his  snowy  vest. 

The  dress  of  the  South  Sea  islanders  varies  much  in  the 
distinct  groups  of  islands.  It  generally  consists  only  of  a 
piece  of  cloth  (manufactured  from  the  bark  of  the  Chinese 
paper-mulberry  tree)  folded  round  the  waist,  and  brought 
between  the  legs.  The  women  of  Otaheite  sometimes  wear 
a  dress  consisting  of  three  or  four  pieces,  confined  by  a 
girdle.  Personal  ornaments  are  few  ;  principally  flowers 
and  shells,  and,  since  their  intercourse  with  E\iropeans, 
beads. 

Note  20,  line  868. 
The  Hebrew  Seer  that  dared  rebel, 
Jonah. 

Note  21,  line  943. 
The  choicest  mats  from  Hamoa^s  isle, 

Hamoa,  or  the  Navigator's  Isles,  are  remarkable  for  the 
superior  quality  of  the  matting  there  manufactured,  which 
for  fineness  and  durability  excel  all  others. 
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Note  22,  line  945. 

And  cocoas  filVd  with  sandal  oil. 

The  oil  of  the  cocoa-nut,  scented  with  sandal-wood,  is 
used  as  a  perfume  by  some  of  the  Chiefs  of  the  South 
Seas.  They  anoint  themselves  with  it  immediately  after 
bathing.  Persons  of  inferior  rank  substitute  the  aroma 
of  various  flowers. 

Note  23,  line  992. 

A  tortoise  trace  its  sluggish  Viay, 

Catching  sea-tortoises  is  a  favourite  employment  of  the 
Tonga  people.  Their  expertness  in  diving,  and  swimming 
through  the  surf,  is  of  material  service  to  them  in  this 
respect. 

Note  24,  line  1070. 
Whose  torch  expited  on  Sestos*  shore. 
Alluding  to  the  classical  story  of  Hero  and  Leander. 

Note  25,  line  1081. 

In  distant  Fiji*s  Isles  conceaVd. 

The  Fiji  or  Fejee  islands  are  a  hw  days'  sail  to  the  N.  W. 
of  Tonga.  The  inhabitants  are  more  fierce  than  the 
people  of  Tonga,  but  far  behind  them  in  civilization. 


Note  26,  line  1126. 

-  streamers  ofyelloiv  and  red. 


These  streamers  are  usually  worn  in  time  of  warfare^ 
appended  to  the  head-dress  of  the  chiefs.  They  are  made 
from  the  bark  of  the  paper  mulberry-tree,  and  are  se- 
veral feet  long,  making  a  showy  appearance  when  there 
are  many  together,  blown  about  by  the  wind.  Yellow 
and  red  are  the  favorite  colours  of  the  Tonga  Islanders, 
and  they  are  very  expert  in  the  application  of  vegetable 
dyes  to  their  gnatoo,  or  cotton  cloth,  which  they  manu- 
facture in  considerable  quantities ;  in  the  different  pro- 
cesses the  women  are  principally  employed. 


THE  END. 


J.  M'Creerv,  ?i inter, 
Bla«k-Horse-Couit,  Fleet-Street. 
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